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hey said I could ta
wheelchair every €

little. There was oniy '
go to, a small villa,
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He hadn’ twntten,hetold .
he'd thought that each day at ¢
might be his last, that he mig
py sunset. So many of hi;
dead. Sooner or later, -

that I wouldn’t
killed, so that I




Prince! And just discernible, 5
a lion roaring, a white lion. §
seen it too. A

“It’s him!” he breathed,
him!” With no help from me,
his wheelchair, stick in "
across the street towards the c:

The café owner was wipi
tables outside on the pz
circus,” Bertie began, poi

he shouted in English insty
lions, elephants, clowns!”
The man looked

“Ah,” he said, smiling with relief,
“Monsieur Merlot, Le cirque, C’pgt triste,
tres triste.” And he went on in broken
English: “The circus. He is finished, Sad,
very sad. The soldiers, you understand,

they want beer and wine, and girls maybe,




But the shells come, more and r
come, and his house — how you s
is bombarded. Many animals

But Monsieur Merlot, he stay.

only the elephants, the mo
lion, ‘The White Prince’. Eve
The White Prince. The army,
the hay for the horses. There i
the animals. So Monsieur Mer.
his gun and he have to sho
more circus. Finish. Triste, trés

“All of them?” cried B
all of them?”

“No,” said the man. “Not
The Whlte Prince. He could r

love the lion like a son. T

Most famous lion in aII E |

prince. It is true. | think they die together,

Maybe they die already. Who knows?”
“This Monsieur Merlot,” Bertie said,

swhere does he live? Where can 1 find

“Seven, maybe € | e
“It is an old hm.ﬂﬂew~ o




no more. Who knows?” A
shrug he turned and went

There were always
rumbling through the

not at all difficult to h1tdh P

the wheelchair behind in
said it would only get in
could manage well eno
We found the house, a
over the bridge where
said it would be. The
of it. The bamQﬁH
blasted, the ruins
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he pUbhed gently at the door, it opened.
gverything was dark inside. I did not
want to g0 i but Bertie took me firmly

by the hand.
#He’s in here,” he whispered. “I can

smell him.”
And it was true. There was a smelhiu
the air, pungent and rank, and to me quite
unfamiliar. H P
“Qui est 1a?” said axmm; 1
darkness of the room. “Q1
voulez?” He spoke
hardly hear him
outside. I could jt




still have him? i s
As if in answer the v

Fie

end of the bed became a -
the bed, sprang do
towards us, a terrib]g




